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N tho ltttto town of
"Now Frnnce," n

few miles from Que-
bec, there lived an
old mnn by the

5 chlon. He wni
rliout sixty years

f" of age, a wealthy
uld bachelor, who, with the excep-
tion of housekeeper, lived nlone
In a great weather-beate- n old man-
sion' on the river road. Ho lived
n rcry secluded kind of life, was
seldom seen upon tho streets of the
town, and attracted very llttlo atten-
tion when he was seen. There were
hardly ten people In the place that
knew Uio man or anything concerning

fhls life.
Yet thero had been a tlmo In tho

. ilfe of Perry Fanchlon when ho had
attracted a great deal of attention,
and won the sympathy and pity of
tho wholo town. That had been over
forty years ago, and In the meantime

.. tho town had changed from a village
Into, a city. The old families had died

lout and tho younger generation had
forgotten tho history of Perry
chlon.

It was Christmas eve night and bit--

tnrlv rnlrl. Rlpot- nnil nnnw rlrnvn with
incessant iury against me greni i rencn

f' windows. The heavy old oak doors
rattled and shook, while tho wind

. shrilled mournfully among the many
gables and chimneys.

Perry sat gazing Into the fire. Ills
; r hair was snow-whit- e, his eyes were

dark, and tonight they hnd a tragic,
gloomy look.

On tho old colonial furniture the
sinister faces carved there grinned hor-
ribly and the Iron claws seemed to

"Well, Well I Hope the Children Are
All In Bed."

, grip the floor hard, as though they
' were repressing some dark emotion or
.evil thought.

Forty years ago this night Perry
was a happy man, for tomorrow he
was to marry tho beautiful Miss Nel-

ly Leroy, daughter of the rector of
St, Agnes.

But that great factor In the events
of a man's career, fate, willed other-
wise, for only a few days before the
wedding was to take place the bride-to-b- e

was stricken with a fatal Illness
and less than a week later was laid
away In the village graveyard.

After the funeral Perry Fanchlon
shut himself up, almost alone, In the
great house. Time moved on and peo-

ple forgot! One by one his friends
left him, until at last ho stood alone, a
tnneer 'n a stranger world I

. About this time the poorer people,
the destitute of the city, became aware
of the fact that they had a friend,
a very good, mysterious friend, mys-

terious because, try as they might (und
did) they never could discover his
Identity.

One time when a severe landlord
was about to turn n poor family out

of. the home they lived In, because
they were not able to pay the rent,
Uiat family found the required qmount
ap a short RPte asking them, to ac--

- oept 'ttlP nuroey 08 a Elf t, by tho fire-,-u

place. Several times Incidents like
- this occurred among the unfortunate,

but as to where these mysterious pres-

ents came from, or by whom present-
ed, none cpuld oyer tell. But the chil-

dren suspected Santa Clous of having,
F a. hand In tho matter.

Tonight as Perry sat by the fire he
fwM Yqry sad qpd very, very lonesome.
iTfte tqwn clock struck ten. Perry

Harte, donuea a nuge rur coat to

?.piay nis uttie act nrnveiy. a worn
t Urea smile played around his u.iuallj
fgrlm mouth as ho thought of the scenei
of Joy and poverty he would wltnesi
thUrtfght. lie crossed the tQwn. wltb
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rapid, Hervous stride and entered a
little family burying ground. He wan
goae for thirty minutes and when ho
returned his face showed traces of
deep emotion.

"Good-nigh- t, sweetheart, I have wait
ed forty years t surely the end cannot
be far distant 1" he murmured as he
softly closed the gate.

Thero camo a Jingling of sleigh bells
a tlelgh drove np, he entered and

was whirled away over tho snow.
In a tiny little hovel on tho edge of

tho elty five llttlo curly-hcndc- d chil-

dren, dressed In old and ragged but
clean clothes wcro grouped around a
small flro trying to keep warm. Their
mother was sewing for a living, her
husband having died several years ago,
leaving the children to her to provide
for, and being a womnn of good educa-
tion, she was trying to rear her chil-
dren as best sho might. She was hav-
ing n desperate strugglo nnd day by
day she saw with despnlr the fight
growing harder nnd harder.

"Mother, when Is Santa Clnus com-
ing?" Inquired little Billy.

For a while mother didn't seem to
want to say anything. A large tear
fell silently on her work. With a
hasty movement, almost angrily, she
brushed It aside.

"Perhaps he won't como at all I" she
replied with' a little catch In her voice.

came n chorus of un-

believing voices from tho fire.
"Ho Is coming I"
Suddenly there camo a Jingling of

bells and a sleigh drew up In front of
tho home.

"Whoop 1" yelled Johnny. "Come on
kids Santa Claus 1 My eye 1"

In an Instant the fire was deserted
and five little heads were peering eag-
erly out of the door.

"Geo wllllklnsi Look at the toys I"
"Well, well." said Santy In a loud

voice, pretending not to sco the little
ones. "I hope tho children are all
In bed tonight, for If they are not, I
will not come again."

Five curly heads vanished In a sec-
ond, and when the old gentleman en-

tered the room all were tucked snug-
ly In bed that Is all but Billy, who
In his excitement and hurry pulled all
the cover up over his head and left
his feet and body uncovered.

Santa Claus laughed and dumped the
contents of his pack near the hearth.
There wero drums, dolls, tin soldiers,
books, candy, nuts and fireworks.

Just at this moment Billy's too
rubbed up a splinter, and there came
a subdued grunt from the bed which
changed to a fitful, sleepy kind of
cough as the "old fellow" turned
around. The snores redoubled In vol-

ume. Old Santy handed mother a
sealed envelope and departed before
she could sufficiently recover from her
confusion nnd surprise to thank him.
It was addressed to her, so she broke
the seal. The sum and substance of It
was, that the house and property of
Fanchlon and something like flvo hun-
dred dollars were to bo hers upon the
death of Perry Fanchlon.

So at last the Identity of the mys-
terious Suntu Claus and the friend of
the poor and unfortunate was dis-
closed.

Her home was only one of the many
to which he had been that night.

they would honor him. They
would come one and all to thank him,
to praise him, to bless htm perhaps
to beg for more as the cose might be.

The sleigh stopped at the Fanchlon
homestead and old Santa Claus paid
the driver and entered the house.

Perry was weary nnd as he walked
down the durk, gloomy hall he almost
dropped with fatigue. Fatigue Qf tho
body, weariness of the soul, the sore
ness of a broken heart, all conspired
ngainst him I Wearily he slid out of
the disguise. His eyes wandered with
a pitiful expression over the empty,
dark room. None came to welcome
him, No ono to love or care for him,
She had gone on before. Perhaps she
vas waiting for him up there now. He
d(dp,'t know. The blood-chillin- g faces
grinned and tho cruel claws gripped..

Hp drew one of the heavy old chairs
up before the dying embers nnd cast
down, bowing his head far over Into
tho grate. Closer he huddled. What
was this dreadful chill that seemed to
be taking possession of his body? His
great sorrow preyed upon hjm,.

"Oh, God I" he murmured; ' can
stand it no longer."

Something gentle and soft stroked,
his hair I bis hair that was white as
snow. Two arms encircled him lov-

ingly.
Ho looked up, at first

and then a wonderful smile lit up his
face.

"Nelly I" ho exclaimed, Joyously, "At
last you havo come for me. knew you
would. I 1 thank Thee 0 --ru

His vojee trailed ftway In the dis-

tance.
The fire died out and the faces no

longer grlncd, but seemed to smile
In the darkness. Far off, Just as the
dawn was breaking, the chimes rang
out their message. Was (t fancy or
did a soul far out In space echo;

"Glory to God in the hjgheat and
on earth peace, good will toward men."

Perry was at rest I
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Supremacy Among "Talking Machines"
IS NOT Claimed By The New Edison

THE NEW EDISON is not a "talking machine." It
what no talking machine can do; what no talk-

ing machine manufacturer would dare attempt to do.
The New Edison has been compared in public, be-

fore 300,000 music lovers, with such great artists as
Marie Rappold, Anna Case, Julia Heinrich, Christine
Miller, Alice Verlet, Arthur Middleton and Thomas
Chalmers, as well as a dozen others. Thus it was
proven, beyond all question, that the living voices of
these great artists cannot be detected from the New
Edison's Re-Creati- on of them. Remember that the
artists stood beside the New Edison and sang in direct
comparison with it, and that the audiences could not
distinguish the artists' voices from the New Edison's
Re-Creati- on of those same voices.

THE NEW EDISON
accomplishes Mr. Edison's ambition to re-crea- te all
forms of music with such literal perfection that the
original cannot be told from the Re-Creatio- n.

Come To Our Store This Week
We want you to hear the re-creat- ed voices of Zen-atell- o

and Rappold, and the masterly bowing of Spal-
ding and Flesch.

Period-styl- e Phonographs are now being shown
in New York City; made by Thomas Edison. Prices,
$800 to $6,000 each.

J. T. KACKLEY & CO.
Books, Stationery and Wall Paper. Maysville, Ky.
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How Dolls Kept the

Night Before Xmas

eve had come and the
C1I1USTMA3 day was over at last.

The toys were not sorry, for they
wero qulto tired out with the bustle
and noise, though they had enjoyed the
company of the crowds of children,
who had been about all day. But you
see even engines nnd trains, ener-
getic though they are, like to stop a
nilnuto after they run down; Jumping
Jacks want to catch their breath be-

tween Jumps and dogs that bark and
Bheep that bleat and Hons that roar
enjoy little spaces of silence Just like
other folks.

But every one of them had done his
host stunt over nnd over nil day and
now, In quiet and darkness, they could
go to sleep nil but tho dolls, who had
been left standing bolt upright and
who couldn't shut their eyes in conse-
quence. So they stood up without a
wink and used the night to think and
think, when

"Mamma, mamma," came from some-
where I Had somo child been left In
the toy shop by mistake and locked in?

"Mamma, mamma, mamma." Tho
sound was familiar, when tho toys
waked up enough to use their minds..
They had heard that squeaking call
nil day.

"Dear me, child," exclaimed the big
doll from Paris tho doll with the
beautiful face and delicate nerves, who
stands right behind tho "mamma doll."
"Stop that crying I Take off that pla-
card 1" (You've seen tho sign on dolls,
"I can say 'Mamma.' ") Fanchon was
cross Indeed, but wasn't sho beautiful I

You see her in tho picture at the left
of Charlie Chaplin. She Is in street
dress with mole-colore- d corduroy coat
and hat of the samo material with pink
velvet facing. She has real lace at
her wrists and ermine furs.

"Maybo It is time for 'first old' to
hurt feelings," thought tho boy scont
who stood near, so ho said, "Never
mind that French, lady; she doesn't
know what It is to bo afraid of the
dark. You'll find 'mamma' in the
morning," and tho boy scout who was
covered with "merit badges" turned
back to his particular charge. You
see, he had picked up an Indian pap-poos- e

as he came through the wood,
and there she hung in her funny bark
cradle on his arm little Owolssa, the
bluebird.

Meanwhile Emll and Katrlna Era-se-

who didn't understand English
very well, kept to themselves and
spoke in German. They were, many
people thought, the prettiest dolls In
the shop. (You should have seen the
Parisian shrug her aristocratic shoul-

ders, when she overheard that re-

mark!) That was because the flrsl
member of the Krusen family was
made by an artist who wanted her
own Uttie girl's doll to look like a real
child. So she painted the face In what
painters call "flesh tints," and saw to
it that there was a pleasant expression
on It. Katrlnn looks troubled In the
picture, but that Is because she is a
llttlo homesick for the kind of Chris-ma- s

they hnvo'ln Germany. She says,
"Ach 1 Emll? I want to be in tho llt-

tlo house where the Christmas tree
stands In the window. It has all Its
candles lighted tonight nnd the shade
Is pulled back. I want to sing carols
and go to church tomorrow morning,
and have goose for dinner and play
games "

"When Is n doll not a doll," broke
In tho Jester, over at the left, who
never would let anybody be sad If ho
could help It "When it's a doldrura I"
"Or a dolphin," squenked the Campbell
Kid ; "Or a dollar," put In Daddy Long-leg- s,

who was standing in the back-
ground.

"Cheap wit," remarked tho college
girl dressed In rose and gray In honor
of Vassar, who stood behind the clown.
"When It's dollcho podiae or dolomite.
These," she explained grandly, "mean
Insects or stones, speaking In popular
language, such as you can underst "

"Hello, are you ready?" It was tho
voice of tho photographer. "I've come
for your pictures. Look pleasant
nowl"

And they did. And so did Santa
Claus, who had been listening all the
time In the background. Chicago
Dally News.

Maysville's Original
Christmas Club
Is starting on its fourth
year. An easy way to
save money and a sure
way to have it for next
Christmas. : : :

If You Have Not Joined Yet, Why Not Now?
4

Call at the Bank lor Circular

. . . Bank of . . .

MAYSVILLE
"Safe For Savings."


